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IVE SMOKED
CAMELS FOR
10/EARS, GENE!
THEY'RE MILD
AND THEY SURE
TASTE GREAT!

Gene
Bearcten
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Voted the "Rookie of the Year" in
the American League with an earned
run average of 2.43, Gene was the
pitching hero of the '48 World
Series...stepping out on the mound
to wrap up two big climax games
for the Cleveland Indians.
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Jo/)f?nyl/£f?c/erMeer
After many sea
sons with the
Cincinnati
Reds, he has
more strikeouts
to his record
than any pitch
er on the Club.
Vander Meer is
the only big
leaguer to pitch
two "no-hit"
games in a row.

I

J

RIGHT, VAN! IT^
CAMELS FOR kj JV
ME,TD0— EVER 9
SINCE I MADE J
THE 30-DAY

JK

f

A

^

MILDNESSTEST! r

»1•

In a recent test of hundreds of people who smoked only Camels for 30 days, noted throat specialists, making weekly examinations, reported

m

NOT ONE SINGLE CASE OF THROAT
IRRITATION due to smoking CAMELS

ijft,

O Have YOU made the popular Camel 30-Day
Test? The doctors' findings in the recent coast-tocoast test of Camel mildness speak for themselves.
But why not make your own personal 30-day test
of Camel Mildness?
Yes, smoke Camels and test them in your "TZone" (T for taste, T for throat). Let your own
taste tell you about the rich, full flavor of Camel's
choice tobaccos. Let your own throat report on
Camel's cool, cool mildness.

Try Camels and test them as you smoke
them. If, at any time, you are not con
vinced that Camels are the mildew
cigarette you ever smoked, return thj
package with the unused Camels and
we will refund its full purchase price,
plus postage. (Signed) R. J. Reynolds
Tobacco Company, Winston• Salem
North Carolina.
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To the reader:
Many of you, students and professors here at Kenyon, have done
much to help us in the past few weeks. Your letters and the positive
support you offered made this issue possible. For this we are in your
debt and for this we offer a new Hika in the hope that you will find
within much that merits your attention and deserves continuance.
Ours is not a richly fashioned journal or one ornately lettered
with monkish hand, but we believe it to be something special, a worthy
Hika to add to the others, one issued at last after too long a period
of inactivity.
Hika is a literary review. It is now, as it was, the forum of the
Kenyon undergraduates who would make an attempt to create some
thing creditable, something "beyond us yet ourselves." We have kept
our standards high in the hope that each new Hika will serve as a touch
stone for those to follow.
Therefore, we present to you our best in poetry, fiction, and trans
lation. We look for your comments.
i

THE EDITORS
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K and W
Dry Cleaning Establishment
Requests that YOU
Pay Strict Attention to Their Business
Which Is YOUR Appearance!
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Prodigal's Return
INTRODUCTION
Gide was then 38 years of age. For several
years he had been going through a crisis which
is evidenced by many passages in his Journal. He
was laboring over La Porte Etroite. He felt weary
and quite old. It was at this time, on his return
from a short stay in Berlin that he wrote Le Retour De L'Enfant Prodigue in two weeks. "For
the first time," he declares, "the writing followed
the conception immediately" (March 16, 1907).
Without disclosing the profound source whence
this parable sprang, nor accounting for its ur
gency, he explains nevertheless in a letter to
Christian Beck (July 2, 1907), how he was led
to write it. Claudel and Francis Jammes, think
ing that the doubts and disenchantment of their
friend predisposed him to accept a religious disci
pline which, according to them, would bring him
peace, urged Gide to be converted to Catholicism.
"Understanding that in my very bones, both the
interest with which Claudel and he (F. Jammes)
wished to see me take this step, and why I did
not take it—and how, if I had taken it, it could
only have been in the way my Prodigal Son will
return to The House, and to help the little
brother leave it—I wrote this little "occasional
work" into which I put all my heart, but also
all my reason. I dedicated it to Arthur Fontaine,
a friend of Jammes and myself, who was keenly
interested by the religious question, to whom
Jammes had just dedicated Pensees Des Jardins
before his return to Catholicism.—and as a sort of
counterpart."
The acknowledgment we discover here of an
attempt at an explanation of himself, of an effort
at total expression, strengthens the similar affirma
tion of the preamble. All Gide's other books ex
cept perhaps Les Faux-Monnayeurs, represent only
one of his tendencies, an aspect of himself which
the laws of the work of art brought him to ex
aggerate at the expense of contrary aspects. The
Prodigal Son eludes the choice. The dialogue re
tains the ambiguity that is a Gidean trait par ex
cellence; it adheres perfectly to that personality
open to all temptations and eager to welcome
them all. .At the most vital moment of the return,
with its yearning for peace and order, we dis
cover the exultation of the departure, the alluring
shadow of adventure and of freedom. It is the
Prodigal's return, but it is also the younger broth
er's departure. Humility becomes pride as well,
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resignation a victory, and reticence impulse. Com
ing between L'lmmoraliste and La Porte Etroite,
this work contains both of them. It does not belong
to the category of "ironical" books of which Gide
speaks in the Dedicatory Letters of Les Caves Du
Vatican. It does not, as they do, leave its unsaid
opposite to the mercy of the reader's perspicacity.
Like a triptych, to which Gide compares it, it
presents The Return, The House, The Departure,
not in three separable tableaux, nor as three pos
tures, but as one movement made from their
synthesis and from their relationship. In short,
we find all the Gidean themes alternating, not to
triumph over one another but to gain new
strength: desire and satiety, wretchedness and
wealth, slavery and freedom, indifference and
love, established order and life in the making.
Within their relativity the absolute of the search
is affirmed. "The Search" describes The Return in
the same way that "Fervor" did his Nourritures.
There had been in this fervor a youthful enthusi
asm now outlived: this more austere, more pro
found quest defines the human condition for the
mature Gide.
These brief remarks will serve to justify, so far
as is necessary, our desire to make this short mas
terpiece accessible to more readers. Its style was
a challenge. An undefinable blending of angu
larity and exuberance, of purism and freedom, of
familiar and biblical phrases, it achieves manerism without mawkishness which exposes the
scrupulous translator to the distrust and misappraisal of unprepared readers. The versatility
of form adhering to the versatility of thought, a
certain hieratism, the entanglement of implica
tions and echoes, the warping of the meanings of
words by the several speakers, makes it impos
sible to sacrifice anything to idiom. We have here
a language entirely original, Gidean in its phras
ing as well as in its vocabulary: to remove this
character from it, to depersonalize it, would be to
distort the work, to remove all his meaning. We
have deliberately chosen to lean more towards
a certain strangeness, sometimes even a harsh
ness, rather than to weaken or render banal a
writing whose perfectly studied form demands the
most meticulous, the most scrupulous respect. We
are not unaware of the weaknesses of our transla
tion: without wishing to excuse them, we hope
these remarks will explain them. Gide himself
has decided that the result is not too inadequate
since, after reading our text, he has willingly
authorized its publication.
Jean Isere.
HIKA for

THE PRODIGAL'S RETURN

ANDRE GIDE

Translated from the French
To Arthur Fontaine
I have painted here, for my inner joy, as was done in the old triptychs, the
parable which fesus Christ, Our Lord, told us. Leaving scattered and confused
the double inspiration which stirs me, I do not seek to prove the victory over
me of any god—nor my own. Yet, if the reader insists on finding some piety
in me, perhaps he will not search for it in vajn in my painting where, as a
donor in the corner of the picture, I kneel, a pendant to the prodigal son, and
like him, at the same time smiling and my face wet with tears.
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When after a long absence, weary of his fantasy,
and as though out of love with himself, the prod
igal son, from the depth of the destitution he
has sought, thinks of his father's face, of the
room, not small, where his mother used to lean
over his bed, of the garden irrigated with running
water, but enclosed and out of which he always
longed to run away, of the thrifty eldest brother,
whom he never loved, but who, waiting, still holds
that share of his own goods, which he, the prod
igal, could not squander—the son acknowledges
that he did not find happiness, nor even could he
prolong much longer the intoxication which, for
want of happiness, he was seeking.—Ah! he
thinks, if my father, at first angry with me thought
me dead, he might, despite my sin, rejoice at see
ing me again; ah! what if, returning to him very
humbly with a lowered and ash-covered brow, if
bowing before him and saying: "Father, I have
sinned against Heaven and before you, what
would I do if raising me he said: "Come into the
house, my son"? . . . And already the son is on
his pious way.
When, as the hill slopes down, he sees at last
the smoking roofs of the house, it is evening; but
he waits for the night shadows to veil somewhat
his misery. In the distance, he hears his father s
voice; his knees bend; he falls and hides his face
with his hands, for he is ashamed of his shame,
as he knows he is none the less the legitimate son.
He is hungry; he has, in a fold of his split coat,
only a handful of those sweet acorns which he,
like the swine he has been herding, has been
using for sustenance. He sees the preparations
for dinner. He catches sight of his mother coming
out on the perron. He cannot stand it any longer,
he runs down the hill, goes on into the yard
barked at by his dog who does not know him. He
wants to speak to the servants, but, suspicious,
they step aside, go and tell the master; here he
comes.
No doubt, he was expecting the prodigal son,
for he knows him at once. His arms open; the
son, then, kneels before him, and, hiding his brow
with one arm, cries to him, holding up his right
hand toward forgiveness:
—Father, father, I have sinned gravely against
Heaven and before you; I do not deserve that you
calle me son any more; but, at least, as one of your
servants, the last one, in a corner of our home,
let me live.
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The father raises him and embraces him:
—My son, blessed be the day that you return to
me—his joy overflows from his heart in tears.
He raises his head from his son's brow which he
was kissing and turns to the servants:
—Bring the most beautiful robe; give him sandals
for his feet and a precious ring for his finger. Search
out the fattest calf in our cattle sheds and kill it;
make preparations for a feast to celebrate our
joy, for the son I said was dead, has come to life.
And as the news is already spreading, he runs:
he does not want to let another say:
—Mother, the son for whom we wept has been
returned to us.
The joy of all, rising like a hymn, gives anxiety
to the eldest son. If he takes his seat at the cornmon table, it is because his father's bidding and
urging compels him to do so. Alone amongst all
the guests, for even the lowliest of the servants
is bidden, he presents a frowning brow. Why
should the repentant sinner be more honoured
than he himself who has never sinned? He pre
fers order to love. If he consents to appear at the
feast, it is that, by giving credit to his brother, he
can lend him joy for a night; it is also that his
father and mother promised him to admonish the
prodigal tomorrow and that he himself is prepar
ing to lecture him severely.
The torches are smoking towards the sky. The
repast is over. The servants have cleared away.
And now, in the breathless night, the weary
household, soul after soul, will soon fall asleep.
But yet, in the room next to that of the prodigal,
I know of a child, his younger brother, who,
throughout the night, until dawn, will toss in a
vain search for sleep.

The Father's Reprimand
Oh Lord, like a child, I kneel down before
thee today, my face bathed in tears. If I recall
and transcribe here thy pressing parable, it is that
I know what a prodigal son was thine; that in
him I see myself, sometimes, and repeat secretly
these words, which, from the depth of his great
distress, thou makest him cry out:
H IK A for

How many hired men of my father have more
than enough to eat, and here am I perishing of
hunger!
I imagine the Father's embrace; the warmth
of such love melts my heart. I imagine a former
distress, even; ah! I imagine whatever you want.
I believe this; I am that very one whose heart
pounds when, as the hill slopes down, he sees
again the blue roofs of the house he has left.
What then am I waiting for? Why don't I rush
towards that home and enter? They are waiting
for me. I can already see the fatted calf being
dressed . . . Hold! Do not hasten to lay out the
feast! Prodigal son, I am wondering about you;
tell me first what the Father said to you, on the
morrow after the reunion feast. Ah! Even though
the eldest son prompt you, Father, let me hear
your voice, sometimes, through his words!
My son, why have you left me?

spent wildly.
— I turned your gold into pleasures, your precepts
into fancy, my chastity into poetry and my aus
terity into desires.
— Was it for this that your thrifty parents spent
their efforts to instill so much virtue in you?
— So that I might burn with a more exquisite
flame, perhaps, lit by a new fervor.
— Think of that pure flame that Moses saw on
the sacred bush: it blazed, yet did not consume.
— I have known the love that consumes.
— The love I want to teach you refreshes. After
a short while, what was left to you, prodigal son ?
— The memory of those pleasures.
— And the destitution that follows them.
— In that destitution, I felt close to you, Father.

Have I really left you? Father! Are you not
everywhere ? Never have I ceased to love you.

— Was misery necessary to urge you to return
to me ?

Let us not cavil. I had a house that confined
you. It was erected for you. So that your soul
might find here a shelter, luxury worthy of it,
comfort, employment, generations had worked
here. Why did you, the heir, the son, flee from
the House?

— I know not, I know not. It is in the barren
desert that I loved my thirst best.

Because the House confined me. The House
is not You, Father.
/ did build it, and for y ou.
Ah! This is not your saying, but my brother's.
You did build all the land, and the Household,
and that which is not the House. The House,
°t ers, not you, built it; in your name, I know,
but others, not you.
Man needs a roof under which to lay his head.
wi°dt °nC'
^°U
y°u can sleep in the open
Docs this require so much pride? Poorer than
I have done it.
Those are the poor. Poor you are not. No one
can renounce his riches. I had made you rich
amongst all men.
Father, you well know that when I left I took
with me all I could of my riches. What do I
care or the goods that one cannot take with him?
All this fortune you took with you, you have
COMMENCEMENT, 1949

— Your misery made you better feel the value
of riches.
— No, not that. Do you not understand me,
father? My heart drained of everything filled up
•with love. At the cost of all my goods I had
bought fervor.
— Were you happy then, far from me?
— I did not feel far from you.
— What then made you return? Speak.
— I know not. Laziness perhaps.
— Laziness, my son! What, it was not love ?
— Father, I told you, never did I love you more
than in the desert. But I was weary each morning
with the pursuit of my sustenance. In the house,
at least, the food is good.
— Yes, servants provide for that. Thus, what
brought you back was hunger.
— Perhaps also cowardice, sickness ... In the
long run, that chance-begot food weakened me;
for I fed on wild fruit, locusts and honey. I found
it harder and harder to endure the discomfort
which, at first, kindled my fervor. At night, when
I was cold, I thought how well I was tucked in
7

bed at my father's; when I fasted, I thought that
at my father s the abundance of viands always
exceeded my hunger. I yielded. A longer struggle
seemed to me beyond my courage, beyond my
strength, and yet . . .
— Hence, the fatted calf of yesterday seemed
good to you?
The prodigal son throws himself down, sob
bing, his face against the earth:
— Oh father, father! The wild taste of sweet
acorns, in spite of all, still lingers in my mouth.
Nothing could replace their savor.
— Poor child, resumes the father, raising him up,
perhaps I have spoken harshly to you. Your
brother wanted it so; it is he who rules here. It
is he who summoned me to tell you: "Out of the
House, no salvation for you." But listen: I did
mould you. What is in you, I know. I know what
urged you out on the roads; I was awaiting you
at the end. You could have called me ... I was
there.
— Father, I could have found you, then, without
returning ?
— If you felt weak, you did well to return. Go
now, retire to your room, which I have had pre
pared for you. Enough for today; go and rest;
tomorrow you can speak to your brother.

The Eldest Brother's Reprimand
The prodigal son tries at first to take things
loftily.
— Elder brother, he begins, we are not much
alike. Brother, indeed we are not alike.
The elder brother:
— The fault is yours.
— Why mine ?
— Because I live according to order. Whatever
is distinct from it, is fruit or seed of pride.
— Are faults my only distinction?
— Call good qualities only that which leads you
back to order. Everything else, repress it.
— That mutilation is what I fear. That also which
8

you are going to suppress comes from the Father.
— Nay; not suppress: repress, I said.
— I heard you well. However, it is thus that I
repressed my virtues.
— And it is also why I find them again now. You
must stress them. Do understand me: it is not
diminution, but exaltation of yourself that I pro
pose, an exaltation in which the most diverse and
unruly elements of your flesh and spirit shall
concur symphonically, in which the worst in you
shall nourish the best, and the best shall submit
to. . . .
— It was exaltation also that I was seeking, that
I found in the desert — and, perhaps, not very
different from that which you propose to me.
— To tell the truth, to impose it on you, is what
I would like.
— Our father used not to speak so harshly.
— I know what the Father said to you; some
thing vague. He no longer explains himself very
clearly, so that you can make him say whatever
you wish. But I, I know his thought. Among the
servants, I remain his only interpreter, and who
ever wants to understand the Father must listen
to me.
— I understood him easily enough without you.
— So you thought; but you misunderstood. There
are not various ways of listening to him; there
are not various ways of loving him; so that we
may be united in his love.
— In his House.
— That love leads you back to it; you can see it
since you have returned. Tell me now, what urged
you to leave?
— I felt too well that the House is not the whole
universe. I, myself, am not entirely he you would
have me be. In spite of myself, I imagined other
cultures, other lands, and roads to run there, un
charted roads. I imagined within myself, the new
being that I could feel surging towards them. I
broke away.
— Think what would have come to pass, if I had,
like you, forsaken the house of the Father. The
servants and the bandits would have looted all
our goods.
— Little did I care then, since I had a vision of
other goods.
HI K A for

— That your pride over-rated. My brother, indis
cipline is past. From what chaos man has emerged,
you will learn, if you do not know it yet. He has
scarcely emerged; with all his native weight he
falls back into it as soon as the Spirit no longer
lifts him up. Do not learn it at your expense: the
well-ordered elements of which you are composed
await nothing but one acquiescence, one weak
ness on your part, to return to anarchy. . . . But
what you will never know, is the length of time
which it took man to evolve man. Now that the
pattern is obtained, let us hold on to it. "Hold
that fast which thou hast," the Spirit says to the
Angel of the Church, and he adds: "That no
man take thy crown." That which thou hast is
your crown, it is that royalty over others and over
yourself. Your crown, the usurper covets it; he is
everywhere; he prowls about you, in you. Hold
fast, my brother, hold fast!

— You do. That special share of bequests which
our father will perhaps still consent to grant you.
— That is all I care about; I consent to possess
nothing but that.
— Proud one! You will not be consulted. Be
tween us, that share is doubtful. I would advise
you to give it up. That share of personal bequests
is what already worked your undoing; these are
the goods which you squandered outright.
— The others I could not take with me.
— So you are going to find them still intact.
Enough for today. Come into the peace of the
House.
— That is well, for I am weary.
— Blessed be your weariness, then. Now, sleep.
Tomorrow, your mother will speak to you.

I let go too long ago; I can no longer keep my
goods in hand.
You can. I shall help you. I have looked after
these goods during your absence.
And besides, that word of the spirit, I know
it: you did not quote it completely.

THE MOTHER

It reads on thus, indeed: "Of him who con
quers, I shall make a column in the temple of my
Lord, and he shall not go forth again."

Prodigal son, whose spirit still balks at your
brother's words, let now your heart speak. What a
delight for you, half reclining at the feet of your
seated mother, hiding your brow in her lap, to feel
her caressing hand curbing your rebellious neck.

He shall not go forth again." That is precisely
what frightens me.

— Why did you leave me so long?
And, as tears are your only reply:

If it is for his happiness.
Oh! I heard it right. But I was in that tem
ple. . . .
You felt the worse for leaving it, since you
wanted to come back.
-1 know, I know. Here am I, back again, I ad
mit.
What good can you seek elsewhere that you do
not find here in abundance? Or better say that
all your goods are here and nowhere else.
I know that you kept some riches for me.
7~ Those of your goods which you have not sq uanered, that is to say, that share which is common
to all of us: the landed property.
Do I then no longer possess anything of my
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— Why weep now, my son? You are returned to
me. In my wait for you I shed all my tears.
— Did you still expect me?
— Never did I cease hoping for you. Before go
ing to sleep each night, I thought: if he returns
tonight, will he know how to open the door? and
I was a long time going to sleep. Each morning,
before I had fully wakened I thought: will not this
be the day he returns? Then, I prayed. I have
prayed so much, that you could not but return.
— Your prayers forced me to return.
— Do not mock me, child.
— O mother! I return to you very humble. See
how I lay my brow below your heart. There is not
one of my thoughts of yesterday that is not be
come vain today. Hardly can I understand, near
you, why I left the house.
— You will not leave now?
9

— I cannot leave now.
— What lured you abroad ?
— I will not think of it now: nothing ... My
self.
— Did you think you could be happy away from
us?
— I was not seeking happiness.
— What were you seeking ?
— I was seeking . . . who I was.
— O son of your parents, and brother among your
brothers.
— I was not like my brothers. Let us not talk
about it. Here I am back.
— Nay, let us talk about it. Do not believe your
brothers so different from you.
— My one care from now on is to be like all of
you.
— You say that as though with resignation.
— Nothing is more tiring than to achieve one's
dissimilarity. That journey, in the end, has made
me weary.
— You have aged, indeed.
— I have suffered.
— Poor child! No doubt, your bed was not made
every night, nor the table set for all your meals ?
— I ate what I found, and often, it was only
green or spoilt fruit which my hunger made sus
tenance.
— At least, you suffered only from hunger?
— The mid-day sun, the cold wind in the heart
of the night, the yielding sand of the desert, the
brambles which left my feet bleeding, none of
that stopped me, but—and this, I did not tell my
brother—I had to serve. . . .
— Why did you conceal it?
— ... wicked masters, who misused my body,
lacerated my pride, and gave me hardly anything
to eat. Then, did I think: Ah! to serve for the
sake of serving! In a dream, I saw the House
again: I came back.
The prodigal son lowers again the brow his
mother caresses.
— What are you going to do now ?
— I told you: devote myself to becoming like my
elder brother; administer our goods; like him,
take a wife.
— No doubt, you have someone in mind when
you say that.
— Oh! anyone will have my preference, as long
10

as she is your choice. Do as you did for my
brother.
— I would have liked to choose her according to
your heart's desire.
What matter? My heart had chosen. I re
nounce a pride which had driven me away from
you. Guide my choice. I submit, I tell you. So
shall I submit my children; and thus my venture
will not seem so vain to me.
— Listen. There is now a child whom you could
already take care of.
— What do you mean ? Whom do you mean ?
— Your younger brother, who was not ten years
old when you left, whom you have scarcely recog
nized, and who, yet. . . .
— Go on, mother; what worries you now?
— In whom yet, you might have recognized your
self, for he is just as you were when you left.
— Like me ?
— Like him you were, I say; not yet, alas! like
him you have become.
— And that he shall become.
— And that he should be made to become right
now. Speak to him. No doubt, he will listen to
you, the prodigal. Do tell him what disappoint
ment you met on the way; spare him. . . .
— But what makes you alarmed about my brother ?
Perhaps only a correspondence of features. . . •
— No, no. The likeness between you is deeper. I
am concerned now for him by that which did not
concern me enough for you at first. He reads too
much, and does not always prefer the good books.
— Is that all it is?
— Often, he is perched on the highest point in the
garden from which the country can be seen, you
know, over the walls.
— I remember. Is that all ?
— He is much less with us than out in the farm.
— Ah! What does he do there?
— Nothing wrong. But it is not with the farmers
that he associates, but with the hirelings the far
thest from us, and those who are the farthest from
this part of the country. There is one in particular,
who comes from afar, and who tells him stories.
— Ah! the swine-herd.
— Yes. You knew him? ... To listen to him,
your brother follows him every evening into the
pigsty; he comes back just for dinner, without
appetite and with reeking clothes. Remonstrating
is of no use; he stiffens under restraint. On some
mornings at dawn, before any of us is up, he runs
H IK A for

along to the door with that swine-herd when he
goes out to graze his drove.
— But he knows he must not go out.
— You knew it also! Some day he will escape me,
I am sure. Some day, he will leave. . . .
— No, I shall speak to him, mother. Do not be
alarmed.
— From you, I know he will heed much. Did
you notice how he looked at you the first night?
How glorious your rags had become! And then,
the purple robe in which the father arrayed you.
I feared that in his mind he would somewhat
confuse the one with the other, and what lured
him then, was first the ragged robe. But that
thought now sounds foolish to me, for, after all,
if you, my child, if you could have foreseen so
much misery, you would not have left us, would
you?
— I know not how I could have left you, you, my
mother.
— Well then; all that, do tell him.
— All that, I shall tell him tomorrow night. Now,
kiss my forehead, as you used to when I was a
small child and you were watching me go to sleep.
I am sleepy.
— Go and sleep. I will go and pray for you all.

Dialogue with the Younger Brother
It is next to that of the prodigal, a not small
room with bare walls. The prodigal, a lamp in
his hand, nears the bed where his younger brother
rests, with his face turned toward the wall. He
begins in a low voice so that, if the child is asleep,
he will not disturb his slumber.
I would like to speak to you, brother.
— Why don't you ?
1 thought you were sleeping.
One need not sleep to dream.
You were dreaming, and of what?
What do you care? If I, even I, do not under
stand my dreams, it is not you, I presume, that
will explain them to me.
Are they so subtle? If you would tell them
to me, I could try.
Your own dreams, do you choose them ? Mine
are whatever they will, and more free than I. . . .
What are you coming here for? Why come and
"Other me in my sleep ?
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— You are not sleeping, and I come with gentle
words.
— What have you to say to me?
— Nothing if that is how you take it.
— Good-bye then.
The prodigal goes to the door, but he sets the
lamp down on the floor, where now it feebly
lights the room, then, returning, sits down on the
edge of the bed, and, in the dark, he strokes the
averted brow of the child for a while.
— You answer me more harshly than I ever did
your brother. Yet, I also opposed him.
The restive child suddenly sits up.
— Tell me: the brother sent you?
— No, young one, he did not, our mother did.
— Ah! You would not have come of your own
accord.
— But still, I come as a friend.
Half raised on his bed, the child stares at the
prodigal.
— How could one of my kin be friend to me ?
— You are mistaken about our brother.
— Do not tell me about him. I hate him. My
whole heart frets against him. Because of him I
answered you harshly.
— How so ?
— You would not understand.
— Tell me though.
The prodigal hugs him and rocks him gently,
and already, the adolescent child lets himself go:
— The night when you returned, I could not sleep.
The whole night I kept thinking: I had another
brother and I did not know it. . . . That is why
my heart beat so when, in the courtyard, I saw you
coming forth, covered with glory.
— Alas! I was then covered with rags.
— Yes, I saw you; but already glorious. And I
saw what our father did. He put a ring on your
finger, a ring such as our brother has not. I
would ask no one about you. I only knew that
you were coming back from afar; and the way
you looked at table. . . .
— Were you bidden to the feast?
— Oh! I well know that you did not see me; dur
ing the whole meal, you stared into the distance,
vacantly. And, that on the second night you went
and talked to father was right, but on the third. ...
— Go on.
— Ahl If only one word of love, you could yet
have said it to me.
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— So you were awaiting me ?
— So much. Do you think I would hate our
brother that much, if you had not gone and spoken
to him for so long that night. What could you say
to each other? You well know, if you are like
me, that you have nothing in common with him.
— I had deeply wronged him.
— Can it be ?
— At least, I wronged father and mother. You
know that I had fled from the house.
— Yes, I know. Long ago, was it not?
— When I was about your age.
— Ah! And that is what you call your wrongs?
— Yes. That was my wrong, my sin.
— When you left, did you feel you were doing
wrong?
— No. I felt as though I had an obligation to
leave.
— What has happened since to change what was
your truth then into error?
— I have suffered.
— And that is what makes you say: I was wrong?
— No, not exactly; that made me think it over.
— Did you not think it over before ?
— I did. But my sickly reason let itself be over
come by my desires.
— Just as it was later by suffering. So that, today,
you return ... defeated.
— No, not exactly that; resigned.
— Well, you renounced being he that you wanted
to be.
— He that my pride persuaded me to be.
The child holds his peace for a while, then sud
denly sobs and cries out:
— Brother! I am he that you were when you left.
Oh! say: Did you meet nothing but disappoint
ment on the way? All the intimations I have of the
world outside, different from here, are they noth
ing but illusion? All that I feel in me that is new,
nothing but folly? Say: What did you meet, that
made you despair on your way? Oh! What brought
you back ?
— The freedom I was seeking, I lost; a captive, I
had to serve.
— I am a captive here.
— Yes, but to serve wicked masters. Here, those
you serve are your parents.
— Ah! to serve for the sake of serving. Is not
one free at least to choose his own bondage?
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— So I hoped. As far as my feet carried me, I
walked, like Saul in pursuit of his she-asses, in
pursuit of my desire; but, where a kingdom await
ed him, destitution was what I found. And yet
— Did you not take the wrong way ?
— I walked straight ahead.
— Are you sure? And yet, there are other king
doms still, and kingless lands to be discovered.
— Who told you that ?
— I know it. I feel it. It already seems to me
that I rule over the. . . .
— Proud one!
— Ah! Ah! That is what our brother said to you.
Why do you, yourself, now repeat it to me? Why
did you not keep that pride! You would not have
returned.
— Then I could not have known you.
— You would, out there, where I would have
joined you, you would have known me for your
brother. And it even seems to me that it is to
rediscover you that I leave.
— That you leave ?
— Did you not guess as much? Are you not,
yourself, encouraging me to leave?
— I would like to spare you the return, but by
sparing you the departure.
— No, no. Do not tell me that; that is not what
you mean. You also left, like a conqueror, didn't
you?
— And that was why my bondage seemed all the
harder to me.
— Well then, why did you submit? Were you al
ready weary ?
—• No, not yet; but I doubted.
— What do you mean ?
— I doubted everything, myself. I wanted to stop,
to tie myself at last somewhere; the comfort, which
that master promised me, tempted me. ... Yes,
I do feel it now, I have failed.
The prodigal bows his head and covers his
head with his hands.
— But at first ?
— I had walked long across the great, unconquered land.
— The desert ?
— It was not always the desert.
— What were you seeking there ?
— I cannot understand it now.
— Get up from my bed. Look, on the table, at
my bedside, there, near that torn book.
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— I see a pomegranate cut open.
— The swine-herd brought it to me the other
night, after staying away for three days.
— I see, it is a wild pomegranate.
— I know; it has an almost frightful bitterness;
yet, I feel that, if I were thirsty enough, I would
bite into it.
— Ah! I can tell you now: it is that thirst I was
seeking in the desert.
A thirst which only that unsweetened fruit can
quench.
It does not; but it makes you love that thirst.
— You know where to pick it?
It is a small abandoned orchard, which one
reaches by nightfall. It is no longer walled from
the desert. A stream flowed there; a few half-ripe
fruit were hanging from the branches.
— What sort of fruit ?
The same as those in our garden, but wild. It
had been very hot all day.
— Listen. Do you know why I expected you to
night? Before the night's end I shall leave. This
night, this very night, when it grows pale. I have

girt my loins, tonight I have kept my sandals on.
— What? That which I could not do, you will do?
— You have opened the way, and to think of you
will sustain me.
— On the contrary: mine now to admire you;
yours to forget me. What are you taking with you ?
— You well know that, being the youngest, no in
heritance falls to me. I leave without anything.
— It is better.
— What are you looking at through the window ?
— The garden where lie our dead kin.
— Brother . . . (and the child, who has risen from
the bed, puts around the prodigal's shoulders an
arm grown as tender as his voice)—Leave with
me.
— Don't! Don't! I will stay and comfort our
mother. Without me you will be more valiant.
The time has come. The sky grows pale. Go
quietly. Come now, kiss me, my young brother;
you take with you all my hopes. Be strong; for
get us; forget me. May you never return. Go
down quietly. I am holding the lamp. . . .
— Ah! Give me your hand to the door.
— Mind the steps of the perron. . . .
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Edwin Watkins

The Rat That Died at Christmas
A season's leavings trampled by the wind
Invite the rat; and he will pillage them.
Sure he will get the nut. but will he find
Most secret, deep in him,
The winter will that, bashful as a maid,
Suffers the mortal conscience to invade
Our secret feeding mind ?
Winter will hunt him: day on day the rain
Plays in the leaves, and at their vital part
Goes like a hungry bird. The rat within
Being furtive, shy at heart,
Skitters in fright if but a thistle spring
And does not know a tightening web is strung
About his usual pain.
And if he die, winter will wrap him round
That wraps the living rodent in his nest;
That saves the baby darkly in the womb
Lays fathoms on his breast.
How can he know, when winter shakes the wood,
The bitter fire that flickers in the blood ?
Immaculate, and dumb

U
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A rat must seek his haven and the bed
Where he may die. Cold fingers on the field
Searching the lonely trough where he is laid
Come close to him, and hold.
In the wind voices mingling mourn aloud
His ravaged flesh; one whispers that this blood
Shall, lying secret, feed
The germ that nestles darkly in its shell,
Kept to the womb of winter. Sure the wind
Can raise a seed that slumbers to its call
When loudly through the land
Bird-voices join its subtly grieving song;
When melting springs and all the air shall sing
The new-born animaL

A flash of bird-wings from the running ice
Is sign enough. Christ, infant, you were laid
Dumb in the earth, and darkness in our eyes
Made dim your richest blood
That yet shall feed us, though the furtive mind
Know not that death flows secret on such wine:
Being ravaged, we shall rise.

t
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Lloyd Parks: Two Poems

Ophelia
Far more a garland than the garland-bier
That buoys her billowed hair,
Her skin more lily, lips more rose and myrrh
Than all a garden's ware,
She floats on the black stream like a dead naiad,
By sodden folds revealed
Exquisitely as calm Praxiteles carved
A muse in linen veiled
Sarcophagus in cold ablution,
Sinking to colder dissolution.
There is no shepherd, hunter, Hamlet here
To hear her waning lauds,
Only reeds and fronds of willow proffer
Succour to failing hands.
The shepherd sleeps, the hunter winds his horn,
While Hamlet plots a plot,
Ophelia to her watery lot is borne
By lily roots to rot.
The lover ponders his ghostly quarrel
As love sinks loveless out the world.
Innocence that lost the way in this wood
In search of unguent blooms,
Unwary reached too high and fell in the flood
To lodge in liquid roomsIn quick constructions, self-refreshing tombs
That steal away the dyes
Of the mad transient, wear to skeletal ruins
The walls of those lustrous eyes.
And only minnows for benisons,
And crabs to say her orisons.
A slight breeze sways the catafalque above
The nun in her clear cloister,
Beneath those boughs as fatal as loveless love
Clung to, that broke and lost her;
Except unwitting hand or braid releasing
Occasional violet,
Quiet the lady lies lightly displacing
The deadly element
While rushes writhe in seeming bereavement
And willows pose in mock lament.
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Lithe Helen did so much for the old men
And spurred the young to death;
Swarth Cleo gave her breast to feed a worm
To end her lusty breath.
But Greece had none so hapless, fair and good,
Nor Egypt half so pureThey are beside the fair Ophelia flawed,
Prodigious paramours.
For this is Beauty's paradigm
Sired by genius on riper time.
Who haunts the mind like tower and parapet
Of somber Elsinore
Insisting gently no dispute except
Her medieval lore.
And I who want to see Atlantis raised,
And nymph and god and dryad
Return to sky and stream and empty glade
Welcome this phantom naiad,
Trailing her richly figured store
Over the black and glassy water.

The Vine
That summer passed like green and silver screens
As we crossed the lawn to reach the roses where,
Floral too, she loosed her lark-wing hair,
And smiled her hinted secrets of quiet dreams.
She and I there standing, grew unfolding,
Each others' suns and roots and warmest soil.
Even thorns were sweet in the press as coil
On coil we climbed the blue to its thickest coloring.
And then escaped from plot and gardening reason,
We towered, trellised beyond the lake of the sky.
Petal, spire, past the sun's swimming eye,
We stopped,—to wonder at the heart's lofty treason.
Our mid-day intent was hardly so bold;
Only to be a part of roses' breath.
Surprised at sudden growth, at the will's death,
We wound, a vine tying clouds to the world.
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James Wright: Two Poems

The Lover
Dear Anna Connell, with the long gray hair
In waves, and the warm face eighty-five years old,
Could have been found in houses anywhere
Miles around Warnock, walking through the cold
To town to get the mail
In white December or in the warmish days
Of April, or in the sun, or in the hail:
The same pale Anna, plain with the gray eyes.
And on the day her husband died last winter,
His gaze being frozen like a swollen well,
Miller the squire snickered of him: a plainer
Man he knew never, unworthy even of hell:
But days before he faded,
I heard him in delirium from the stair,
'Look at her hair;
The dark brown coils, that was what I meant—
The brownness in the hair. My God. The hair.'

Sonnet: At a Carnival
This spinning of the world was in the eyes;
The merry-go-round gradually slowed
To stop permanent on the circular road,
And clowns' laughter came howling from the skies.
And yet the little girl with the gold braid
Of hair swept up from cheeks above the blouse
Made pretty whorls of gold and white and mouse
Gray from skyclouds that entered the fusion and played.
She had fused with tents and rabbits and toy horses,
Angelic, till the world slowly uncoiled,
Transformed into a graveyard sphere again;
And you saw two blue planets regain their courses
In her white sky under the pin-chained gold
Of hair clouds lifting after sifting rain.
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FLOWERS ON SUNDAY

George Lanning

All through the room, illuminated by dusty
shafts of sunlight falling through the long win
dows, and by the electric candles projecting from
their copper sconces, the heads bobbed and
dipped and turned and paused; the murmur of
the old voices undulated from wall to wall,
slipped with the opening of a door into the
kitchens, drifted with the motes of dust down the
well of the stair, floated through the passageway
and out into the street, where the clatter of
traffic absorbed the fragile murmur into its larger
sound, and so swept it away; the waiters fluttered
like white pigeons among the tables; and the old
heads bobbed and dipped and turned and paused.
Had it been possible for one to survey them
from above, the heads would have resembled so
many large, improbable flowers—violet, pale rose,
blue, lemon yellow, magenta: for each head was
surmounted, indeed dominated, by a hat, and each
hat was a cluster of buds or a bursting bloom.
The flowers, seen from above, moved variously
m a capricious breeze that struck each from a
different angle, so that the magenta rose swooped
forward when the cluster of violets swayed back.
The old women were talking, but it was this pro
fuse, gentle, colorful movement that one would
from one s eminence; and even on a level,
where the flowers could be discerned as individual
bats, one saw first the violets and roses, and only

See
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second the stems that supported them: old stems,
bearing these last, bright blossoms.
Their meals consumed, the old women rose
from their tables and disappeared down the stair.
When, through a window, one saw them emerge
into the street, the illusion was shattered; removed
from their fellows, the flowers were seen for what
they were: hats. The women paused in the pale
sunlight, blinking; some hailed buses and hoisted
one another aboard; some crept into cabs; some
moved up the street, pausing uncertainly at
corners, scurrying with nervous haste through the
Sunday traffic; some vanished down the stairs and
did not reappear—put away, one assumed, in the
damp darkness of the cellars, where their blooms
might not wilt.
Turning away from the window, one saw the
illusion spring alive again; for the old women
had been succeeded by others—surely not the
same? (though they looked all alike).
I'll have the turkey," one of them was saying.
"And let me see: tomato soup; and coffee with
cream with the meal. And this lady" (nodding
at her companion) "will have the breaded veal.
And she's going to have some soup!"
The waiter flickered away, and the second wo
man said, "You're funny," and smiled, and grunted.
"I never know whether that waiter has heard
what I've said to him."
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"I don't remember him. I'm quite hungry to
day."
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"Oh, you must know him. He's served us for
the last three Sundays—don't you remember he
brought me cabbage slaw the week before last,
when I expressly asked for tomato aspic? . . .
Well, it doesn't matter. I'm glad you've decided
to have the soup. It's foolish not to take it when
they charge you, anyway." She leaned forward,
conspiratorial. "You aren't really sure about to
matoes?"
Her companion lifted a large white handker
chief to her mouth, and hawked delicately. She
removed the linen from her lips, looked sadly at
its contents, and, folding it once over, plunged it
into the depths of her black leather bag. "Well
. . . no," she said. The phlegm rattled in her
throat, clotting the interjection. "But the doctor
told me to avoid any foods that I remembered eat
ing before an attack, and tomatoes. ..." Her
throat filled again with phlegm, and she subsided,
clearing it feebly. She put her bag on the table,
smoothed her dress over her knees, and spread the
napkin on her lap. She was short, heavy, with an
evident stoop of her thick shoulders. Her dress
was dark blue, with small white polka-dots; at
the high V of the neck clung a coral and gold
and white cameo; it dangled a little drunkenly, as
if insecure in its pinning; her shoes were black,
laced, low-heeled. Her hat was a bower of blue
and gray pansies, fastened to black straw. The
brim of the hat shadowed the plump face, shad
owed the high, pencilled brows, the short nose;
shadowed, even, the eyes, which were alert and
very blue behind painted lashes. Only the mouth
—thin and red—emerged from the shadow: a
garish streamer; striking a note of bravado be
neath the glory of the velvet garden. "I am I!"
it might have cried. But it did not, for the hand
kerchief rose again, and instead the lips pursed,
the throat contracted, the woman hawked and
spat.
The waiter had returned with the soup.
"You won't forget that I like an extra pitcher of
cream with my coffee?" said the larger woman.
The scarlet nails on her left hand clicked against
the table top, anxious lest he had forgot this
small detail since last Sunday. The moss roses
and stiff green veiling on her hat quivered sympa
thetically.
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The waiter made what appeared to be a hiero
glyphic on his pad, smiled, and sped away.
They spooned their soup in silence. Presently,
the moss roses said, "Now. Tell me what you've
been doing with yourself. I tried to get you twice
through the week." She patted her lips hastily
with her napkin, and said, "I've been having more
fun! Tuesday I had dinner with Edward and
Lily—they've wanted me to come out for weeks,
but I haven't felt up to it. We had a grand evening. Janie—you know, the older daughter—is
going to have a baby in March."

Compliments
of the

PEIRCE HALL
COFFEE SHOP

"I know. Edith Fletcher's an old friend of
Lily's, and she told me at Club last week."
Oh? Why, I saw Edith in the elevator last
Sunday—just before I met you—and she didn't
say a word. ..." The plaintive tone sharpened
hung quivering with hostility over the dark table,
and shivered into fragments as the voice con
tinued, with careful lightness, "Edith's so funny
about those things. My goodness, I'm Ed's oldest
cousin. I used to change Janie's diapers. .. ." She
shrugged. "Then, Wednesday, I had lunch with
Molly Pfeiffer, and that night I went to the movies
all by myself! can you imagine?—and Thurs
day Thursday, I was so tired from all my trot
ting that I was in bed by seven; and Friday morn,ng I had my appointment with the doctor: he
says he never really thought I'd pull through,
mat its just miraculous. Then—let me see: Sat
urday, I went shopping with Mrs. Turner; I met
her in the lobby, and she was on her way to Wanamaker s, so I walked over with her, and we bought
a lamp for her nephew, who's getting married—I
can't remember when
"
The waiter brought the turkey and veal, and
collected the soup bowls.
May we have more rolls?" said the woman.
And don't forget the coffee." She inclined the
moss roses over the table. "You'll have your
co ee now, too, won't you?" She straightened,
rowned. Where is he? Honestly, isn't that just
1 e the help these days—never let you finish what
you re saying. If he forgets, he'll just have to
a e an extra trip." She sighed. "Anyway, dear,
tell me what you've been doing."
Not much. I saw The Girls one night. Millie
a few of us in, and they drove up from the
country."
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me all the time, and I got so tired of it I finally
had to stop answering the phone. So you've been
to a party; that's nice."
"Not really a party; just a few of the old
bunch."
"Goodness, how thick we used to be! I'm glad
I've got away from that sort of thing. I really
don't know how you put up with them."
The waiter returned, bearing the rolls, two
cups of coffee, and three small pitchers of cream,
two of which he placed before the moss roses. He
scribbled again on his pad and departed.
They attacked their meals with gusto, eating
with the concentration of very young children.
The flowers dipped and lifted, dipped and lifted;
the napkins fluttered to the lips, dabbed ineffec
tually, removing nothing but lipstick, and were
returned, in a crumpled and disreputable state, to
the capacious laps. Forks clattered, and the cups
rattled in their thick saucers; the short, fat woman
hawked again, and spat furtively into her hand
kerchief, and looked apologetically at her com
panion. The asparagus vanished, as did the
breaded veal and the extra rolls and the coffee
and turkey.
They ceased eating simultaneously, with the
same abruptness with which they began.
"I suppose May was there?"
"Yes. The girls picked her up on their way in.
She and Floyd are celebrating their fortieth anni
versary this Wednesday."
"Party?"
"Just a dinner. May says she doesn't want too
much bother."
"That's just like May. Did you get an invita
tion yet?"
"Yesterday."
"I am going out to Edward's Wednesday
afternoon. They want me to stay for the week
end. Ed says it's always a treat to have me around,
though heaven knows what he means by that."
"That's nice."
"Did May tell you I ran into her last week at
Sloanes' ?"
"No."
"Oh? Well, we only talked a minute, of
course. You know, you really ought to break
away from the bunch. Lot of old sticks."
"I enjoy them. We've known each other so
long. I'm having them in the week after next. If
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you'd like to come? . .
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The moss roses drew back. "No, thank you. If
May Welch thinks she can-

JOHN C. DRAKE, M.D.

The waiter returned and handed them menus.
They ordered their desserts. "And I'll have an
other cup of coffee," said the moss roses. "And
you're going to have one with me," she said to
her companion.

Kenyon '24
51 Public Square

Mt. Vernon, Ohio

The other nodded, and attacked the ice cream
the waiter had set before her. "And May and I
went to the movies last night."

For AH Good Foods

STOP 'N' SHOP
Groceries —Meats
Wines — Beer — Delicacies
115 S. Main St.

"Am I? Well, now, I don't
But the
waiter fled; the gaiety vanished. The two women
shifted heavily in their chairs, regarded the nowdenuded table, and re-examined the menu with
scrupulous care. Presently, the larger woman said,
Seems to me you've been having quite a time.
Party one night, and Club Friday, I suppose?"

ML Vernon, Ohio

"This coffee tastes bitter. Dear! I suppose I'll
never get that waiter back." She sighed, and
drank her coffee.
They picked up their checks, reaching toward
them with a sort of eager politeness, as if each
feared that the other would take the smaller check
(the bills were the same).

Compliments
of

B. B. STURTEVANT, D.D.S.

Grasping them tightly, clutching their purses
and scarves and gloves, they rose and moved
slowly along the line of tables and down the stair.
Watching, one saw the moss roses descend first,
drooping, it seemed, a little. The blue and gray
pansies followed, jerking at their straw mooring
with a certain victorious abandon. Through the
window, one saw them emerge from the building,
pause against the light, and then cross the avenue:
two old women.
Turning back, one saw that their table was
already occupied. Violets and lilies-of-the-valley
faced each other; one woman sneezed, and the
other said, briskly, "I haven't seen you since Thurs
day. Was the party nice? .. ."

Compliments of

RICHARD DAY —JEWELER
Expert Repairing
9

W. VINE ST.

Fine Jewelry
MT. VERNON, OHIO

COMMENCEMENT, 1949

The light through the windows had diminished,
as if the sun had power no longer to project itself
beyond the panes; the room grew darker, and the
electric candles shone more brightly. The old
faces, shadowed by the brims, in the shadowed
room, looked pinched and shrivelled and white.
Still, the flowers bloomed brightly, flamboyant in
the dusk, bobbing and dipping and turning and
pausing, unaware of the night that was coming.
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HIKE TO

HECKLER'S
for

DRUGS
FILMS
West Side Public Sq.

KODAKS
Mt. Vernon, Ohio

WISE MOTOR SALES
DOROTHY DEAN'S
MEET THE JEEPSTER1

"BEST BEER IN GAMBIER"
207 W. GAMBIER STREET—MT. VERNON, OHIO

t

THE
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MANUFACTURING

PHONE 720

CO.

PRINTERS
MOUNT VERNON, OHIO

H IK A

for

—

NOTHING SO GOOD
IS SO GOOD FOR YOU

IBi
V

AS

ICE CREAM
•
•
•
•
•

SUNDAES
SODAS
MILKSHAKES
CONES
PACKAGE ICE CREAM

ICE CREAM
& MILK CO.

Cochran Motor Sales, Inc.
14 W. OHIO AVENUE
MT. VERNON, OHIO

L. S. ALLEN
Registered Jeweler — American Gem Society
7 EAST GAMBIER STREET
MOUNT VERNON, OHIO

DODGE - PLYMOUTH
MOTOR CARS
DODGE "JOB RATED" TRUCKS

Compliments

Sales and Service

of

PHONE 948

THE KELSER-DOWDS CO.
MOUNT VERNON, OHIO

COMMENCEMENT, 1949
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Chesterfield you get a Milder
cooler smoke - that's why
it's my cigarette
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Prominent Tobacco Farmers
smoke Chesterfield
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JAMES H. DARDEN, Farmville, N. C. says
"I've smoked Chesterfields steady for 12 years.
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They're really MILDER. They buy mild, ripe, sweet- V;
smoking tobacco . .. the kind that ends up in real

/

smoking satisfaction."
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Prominent Tobacco Farmers
smoke Chesterfield
JAMES H. DARDEN, Farraville, N. C. says
"I've smoked Chesterfields steady for 12 years.
They're really MILDER. They buy mild, ripe, sweetsmoking tobacco ... the kind that ends up in real
smoking satisfaction."
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